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This part of the conversation was rather unintelligible; but
popular rumour in the neighbourhood asserted that Mr. Squeers,
being amiably opposed to cruelty to animals, not tin frequently
purchased for boy consumption the bodies of homed cattle who had
died a natural death, and possibly he was apprehensive of having
unintentionally devoured some choice morsel intended for the young
gentlemen.

Supper being over, and removed by a small servant girl with a
hungry eye, Mrs. Squeers retired to lock it up, and also to take
into safe custody the clothes of the five boys who had just arrived,
and who were half way up the troublesome flight of steps which
leads to death's door, in consequence of exposure to the cold.
They were then regaled with a light supper of porridge, and
stowed away side by side in a small bedstead, to warm each other
and dream of a substantial meal with something hot after it if
their fancies set that way, which it is not at all improbable they
did.

Mr. Squeers treated himself to a stiff tumbler of brandy and
water, made on the liberal half and half principle, allowing for the
dissolution of the sugar; and his amiable helpmate mixed Nicholas
the ghost of a small glassful of the same compound. This done,
Mr. and Mrs. Squeers drew close up to the fire, and sitting with
their feet on the fender talked confidentially in whispers; while
Nicholas, taking up the tutor's assistant, read the interesting
legends in the miscellaneous questions, and all the figures into the
bargain, with as much thought or consciousness of what he was
doing, as if he had been in a magnetic slumber,

At length, Mr. Squeers yawned fearfully, and opined that it
was high time to go to bed; upon which signal Mrs, Squccrs and
the girl dragged in a small straw mattreas and a couple of blankets,
and arranged them into a couch for Nicholas.

"Well put you into your regular bed-room to-morrow,
Nicldeby," said Squeers, "Let me see, who sleeps in Brooks'e
bed, my dear1J>

"In BrooksV* said Mrs. Sqxieers, pondering, "There's
Jennings, little Bolder, Grayxnarsh, and what's his name."

" So there are/' rejoined Sqtieers,    "Yea! Brooks is full"

"Full!" thought Nicholas, "I should think he was/'

" There's a place somewhere 1 know," said Squeers j " but 1
can't at this moment call to mind where it is. However, well
have that all settled to-morrow. Good night, Nlcklaby,
o'clock in the morning, mind."

" I shall be ready, Sir," replied Nicholas,    " Good night'9

"111 come in myself and show you where the wtll It/*